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Neb. He was like the dog who will not leave the place
where his master is buried, and his grief was such that
most probably he would not survive him.
This same morning, the 26th of March, at daybreak,
Neb had set out on the shore in a northerly direction, and
he had returned to the spot where the sea, no doubt, had
closed over the unfortunate Harding.
That day's breakfast was composed solely of pigeon's
eggs and lithodomes. Herbert had found some salt de-
posited by evaporation in the hollows of the rocks, and
this mineral was very welcome.
The repast ended, Pencroft asked the reporter if he
wished to accompany Herbert and himself to the forest,
where they were going to try to hunt. " But on considera-
tion, it was thought 'necessary that some one should
remain to keep in the fire, and to be at hand in the highly
improbable event of Neb requiring aid. The reporter
accordingly remained behind.
"To the chase, Herbert," said the sailor. "We shall
find ammunition on our way, and cut our weapons in the
forest" But at the moment of starting, Herbert observed,
that since they had no tinder, it would perhaps be prudent
to replace it by another substance.
"What?" asked Pencroft
" Burnt linen," replied the boy. * That could in case of
need serve for tinder."